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T he merry Wiues of Windfor. 

Mifl.Ford. Heaucn be my witneffcyou do, if you fufpefl 
meinanydilhonefty. 

Ford. Well faid Brazen-face, hold it out : Come forth 
firrab. 

"Page. This paflfes. , 

tMifi.Ford. Arcyou not afham’d.let the cloths alone. 
Ford. I (hall finde you anon. 

, Push. 'Tis vnrcafonable ; will you take vp your wiues 
cloathes ? Come, away- 

Ford. Empty the basket I fay. 

Olii/Ford.\Nhy man, why i . 

Ford. Mailer Page, as 1 am a man,therc was one conuay d 
out of my houfe ycfterday in this basket • why may not 
he be there againc, in my houfe I am fure hee is j my In- 
telligence is true, my iealoufic is reafonable,pluckc mee out 
alltheilinnen. 

OWifl-Ford. J If you find a man there, hee fliall dye a 
Fleas death. 

Page. Heel's no man. 

Sbal. By my fidelity this is not well Matter Ford: This 
wrongs you. 

Euam, Matter Ford , you mutt pray, and not follow the 
imaginations of your ownc heart : this is iealoufics. 

Ford. Well, hee’s not hecre I feekefor, 

Page.N o, nor no where elfc but in your braine. 

Ford. Helpe to fearch my houfe this one time: if I find 
not what I feeke, fhew no colour for my extremity 5 . Let 
me for euer be your Table- fpert ; Let them fay of me, as 
jealous as Ford, that fearch’d a hollow Wall-nut for his 
wiues Lemmau. Satisfic me once more,once more ferch 

with me. , 

MiJl.Ford • What hoa (Miftris Page,) come ycu and 
the old woman downc ; my husband will come into tn>. 
Chamber. 

Ford Old woman f what old womans that? 

M,Ford, Why it is my maids Aunt of Bradford. 


qhe merry iViues ofWindJor. 

v j. a w : tc h,a Qucane, an oldc couzeniug queane - 
febid lS-m, houfe. She com« of errands,- 
I’ffhe ? We are firople men, wee doe not know what’s 
t aL'm natte vnder the profeffion of Fortune telling. 
She workes by Chimes, by Spels, by th’Figure, and fuch 
daX as this is, beyond our Element . wee know no- 

tWng7comedo;neyou Witch, youHaggcyou, come 

Nay, good fweet husband, good Gentlemen, 

let him n ot flrike the old woman. 

Mif.Tage. Come mother Prat. Come giue me your 

hA jW. Hcprvtf-her : Out of my doorc, you Witch, you 
Hagge, you Baggage, you Poulcat.you Runmon, 6 ut, out- 
lie coniureyou.ile fortunc-tell you. 

Mtf.Page. Areyounotaiham’d? 

I thinke you haue kill’d the poorc woman. ■ 

Mif.Ford. Nay hee will doit, ’tis a goodly credit for 
you. 

Ford. Hang her witch; , . ... 

E*a». By yea, and no! thinke the o man isa witchin- 
deede: J like nof when a o mans has a great peard } 1 ipw 

a great peard 4 vnder his muffler. 

Ford. Will you follow Gentlemen, I befeech you follow; 
fee but the iiTue of my iealoufic .If I cry out thus vpon no 
trade, neuer truft me when I open againc. 

Page. Let’s obey his humour a little further ; 

Come Gentlemen. . 

Mtf Page. Truft me he beate him moft pittifully.* 
Mif.Ford. Nay by th'Malfcthat he did not; he beate him 
moft vnpittifully,me thought. 

MifPage. lie haue the cudgell hallow’d, and hung ore 
the Altar, it hath done mtritoriousieruicc. 

AA/./W.What thinke you l May wee with the warrant 
of woman- hood, and the witnelTe of a good conference, 
purfuc him with any farther reuengc ! 
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